THE HIGH-MINDED STRATEGY OF HWA-MEI

"Its malignity must be controlled," said Weng,
in a feigned voice, for he recognised the one before
him. " Does any watch ? "

" Not now," replied the attendant; " for he has slept
since these two hours. Would your graciousness
have speech with the one of the inner chamber?"

44 In season perchance. First lead me to your
lord's side and then see that we are undisturbed
until I reappear. It may be expedient to invoke a
powerful charm without delay."

In another minute Weng stood alone in the sick
man's room, between them 110 more barrier than
the silk-hung curtains of the couch. He slid down
his right hand and drew a keen-edged knife; about
his left he looped the even more fatal cord; then
advancing with a noiseless step he pulled back the
drapery and looked down. It was the moment
for swift and silent action; nothing but hesita-
tion and delay could imperil him, yet in that
supreme moment he stepped back, released the
curtain from his faltering grasp and, suffering the
weapons to fall unheeded to the floor, covered his
face with his hands, for lying before him he had
seen the outstretched form, the hard contemptuous
features, of his father.

Yet most solemnly alienated from him in every
degree. By Wu Chi's own acts every tie of kinship
had been effaced between them: the bowl had been
broken, the taper blown out, empty air had filled
his place. Wu Chi acknowledged no memory of a
son; he could claim no reverence as a father. . . .
Tiao's husband. . . . Then he was doubly childless.
. . . The woman and her seed had withered, as he
had prophesied.

On the one hand stood the Society, powerful
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